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Mr. Randali Does a Little Samson Business, and Tries to Break Down the Two Chief Supports of the Democratic Platform of 1884. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


ee letter to Mr. John Smith on the do- 
ings of the managers of Typographical 
Union No. 6 has called fourth an article in 
The Boycotter, the organ of the Union. ‘The 
article does not attempt to deny Puck’s asser- 
tions, or to refute Puck’s arguments. It merely 
misquotes the text of the letter, and then goes 
on to say: 

** Of course, a fool should be answered according to 
his folly, but Puck’s beer-guzzling ‘‘ Dutch’’ editor who 
indited the latter statement knew when he wrote it that 
he willfully misstated the facts, as the files of Zhe Boy- 
cotter will amply prove.” 

The “statement”’ referred to is Pucx’s state- 
ment that Typographical Union No. 6 is re- 
sponsible for the publication of Zhe Boycotter, 
a paper which incites workmen to illegal vio- 
lence. 





* 
* % 


That Puck’s unfortunate editor is thus igno- 
miniously branded as a native of Holland, and 
inferentially an inordinate consumer of beer, 
can hardly affect the discussion. Let us look 
at the files of the paper in question, and see 
whether Puck’s statement was correct or in- 
correct. ‘lhe name of the paper is Zhe Boy- 
cotter. A boycotter is a person who not only re- 
frains from dealing with any man who offends 
him, but prevents other people from dealing with 
such a man by threats of interference with the 
other people’s business. If encouraging boy- 
cotters is not inciting.to illegal violence, there 
is no meaning in English words. And what 
has Zhe Boycotter to say for itself? 

’ * 


* 

In the issue ‘of May 2oth, the same page in 
which Puck’s assertion is denied contains 
twenty-one times the words: ‘‘ Boycott the 
Tribune.’ An editorial article recommends 
the boycotting not only of the Z7ridune, but of 
the Republican party. An article signed “H.C. 
Baldwin” mildly but ungrammatically says: 
“There is not a man in this country of ordi- 
nary intelligence who does not know that the 
laws made in regard to our monetary system 
were made expressly to rob the industrious, 
The same is true of our railroads, of our public 
lands, of our telegraph, of our banks, of our 
debts—municipal and state and national—of 
our whole tax system.”? At the head of the 
editorial column is a notice stating that the 
firms of R. H. Macy & Co., H. O’Neill & Co. 
and Stern Bros. advertise in the Z7rzbune, and 
requesting the friends of organized labor to 
avoid those establishments “as they would a 
pestilence.”’ On the first page is an article re- 
counting the ruin of the business firm of 
Brennan & White, of Brooklyn, by means of a 
boycott declared against them because they de- 
clined to employ union men. The issue of 
May 8th advises the boycotting of the Derby 
Silver Co., of Birmingham, Conn., and gives a 
list of firms which handle the company’s pro- 
ducts. In the issues of May 8th, 15th and 22d, 
appear the notices calling for the boycotting of 
the Zribune and of the dry-goods dealers men- 


An Open Letter to the Hon+e. Grover Cleveland. 


The Honourable Grover Cleveland, Esq’., 
Prefident of the United States, 
&e., &e., Sc. 
Dear and Refpected Sir— 

On an Occasion 
fuch as this, I truft you will not hold it amifs on my part, nor yet a too great 
intrufion, either upon your Time, or upon your Privacy, if I befpeak your con- 
fideration for a matter whereon I do greatly pride myfelf, and I am humbly pleaf’d 
to think, not without good reafon, in which Fancy, if you agree with me, I fhall 
be vaftly flatter’d. 

It may not have efcap’d your notice, that in all the length and breadth of 
this land, there is but one news-paper, or Journall, that hath inftantly and dili- 
gently refrained from all mention of your Betrothal, to the Eftimable and Amiable 
young Gentlewoman, whom you have but lately taken to wife. Perceiving from 
your filence and ftudied Reticence, that it griev’d you to hear idle, and officious 
difcourfe, upon fo sacred .and private a Subject, I have held my peace, and had 
rather be thought behind the Times, (the greateft Sin known to our modern day,) 
than be conceiv’d capable, of offering to a gentleman an Indignity, from the like of 
which, I fhould myfelf pray to be delivered, 

Therefore I have periever’d in holding myfelf from all manner of light Flip- 
pancy, or anything that could wound the tender Imagination, of a young woman 
well and modeftly bred, such as I faithfully conceive her to be, who hath fo 
Honoured you with her affections. And while the whole land was Agog, and all 
forts and conditions of people prying into the moft intimate difpofitions of your 
Mind, I have made feint to be ignorant, of what was going on, and I have deny’d 
myfelf the merry Quip and the frolick Jeft. Although you are the Prefident of the 
United States, I have treated you as courteously, as I would the humbleft Citizen. 
Nay, more, I could not have extended to you greater Confideration, had you been 
a Knight of Labour. 

From one who hath io deported himself toward you, you need not blufh to 
accept congratulations, which indeed I do proffer you, in all Friendfhip and Sin- 
cerity, commending to your efpecial reflection, thofe very excellent words of the 
Apostle Paul, wherein he doth approve the Holy Eftate of Matrimony, if it be 
entered into foberly, and not lightly or unadvifedly. I make no manner of doubt, 
Mr. Prefident, that this union will be for your lafting good and improvement. You 
are paft the immaturity of Youth, nor are you lacking in Experience; yet is there 
no man, even though he have lived to fee an hundred, who hath not to learn of a 
woman, be fhe never fo young. Ina character at once fo Manly, and Pleafing, as 
yours, it were too nicely critical, to difcern infignificant Defects, Yet it hath been 
obferv’d, even by thofe who love you, that there is in your temper, a certain ftub- 
bornnefs and Fixity, which have been a caufe of great Grief, to many worthy 
Senators, and to divers Patriots, who have ardently defired to ferve their Country, 
in certain salaried positions, and who ftill languifh in Ruftick retreat. That the 
mollifying influences of this your new alliance, may fubdue this ¢rait of feverity, 
will certainly be the Prayer of thefe gentlemen. And that the Delight of the 
whole People, in the wifdom of your Choice, and their pleafure in the contempla- 
tion of the excellence of your New Eftate, may be to the enduring increafe of the 
Efteem and Affeétion in which you are now held, is the Prayer of 


Your Ob: Servt- and Sincere Friend, 
J. Apvpison Puck. 


At the Sign of the Puck and Handglafs, 
By the Corner of Houston Road & Mulberry Lane, 
New York. 
June y* 8th, MDCCCLXXXVI. 








tioned above. No evidence beyond that which 
The Boycotter supplies is needed to prove the 
truth of what Puck said. 


* 
* * 


Next we shall give a few more selections from 
the financial reports of the Union, and the 
workingmen who read them may gather from 
the exposure of the financial methods of their 
managers a hint or two as to what has become 
of the money that was subscribed for the relief 
of the Third Avenue car-line strikers—money 
which never got to the needy men, and which 
did get to the managers of the strike. 





That this is the beginning of the “silly sea- 
son” in politics as well as in society can be the 
only possible excuse for the imprudent absurd- 
ity of Mr. Randall’s attempt to kill Civil Ser- 
vice Reform, the one hope of the Democratic 








Party; and of Mr, Blaine’s wild scheme of 
straddling the Hudson witi a prohibition leg 
in New Jersey and a liquor-dealing leg in New 
York. Mr. Blaine’s eccentric endeavor is too 
wild, and has been tov thoroughly exposed, to 
come to much; but Mr. Randall’s attack upon 
honest government and upon the President 
whom his own party elected is a more serious 
danger to the country. We trust he ‘will find 
that all sense has not deserted the Congress of 
the United States. 


There is but one reflection suggested by the , 
death of Mr. John Kelly, which occurred in 
this city last week—what a pity and shame it 
is that the vast talents of this man, his energy, 
intelligence and courage, were not employed 
for the furtherance of honest government, in- 
stead of being used for the profit and benefit 
of conscienceless spoilsmen! 
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ECONOMY. 


’ HEN summer comes, purchase 
W an eight-dollar suit of blue 
flannel. This iseconomy. Ina 
month’s time, if they begin to 
reach upward at the ends, sew 
lead at the bottom of the legs; 
or, if this will not answer the 
purpose, “sprinkle sugar in the 
shoes to call them down.’ This 
is rough on high-water “ pants.” 
If they become yellow on the 
knees, ink them carefully; or 
boil them in black paint, If 
they stretch at the waist-band, 
lap them over in plaits, ‘Then 
go around the block, and peo- 
ple will imagine you to be one 
of Barnum’s latest additions to 
the museum. Save money and 
purchase eight-dollar suits, A 
real eight-dollar suit can be 
had of all the leading cloth- 
iers, Never pay as high as 
thirty dollars for a suit of clothes, Eight from 
thirty leaves twenty-two. ‘Twenty-two dollars 
are saved by this deal, Economy is wealth, 

Again, let us look in the tangle of domestic 
economy. A man will sometimes walk to save 
car-fare, and then purchase a quarter of a dol- 
lar’s worth of cigars. He will also complain 
bitterly of the dull times; but watch him enjoy 
the ballet in an orchestra-seat. This is bald- 
headed economy. People must enjoy them- 
selves one way if they have to economize in 
another. 

Again, will an eighty-cent shirt stand rub- 
bing on a wash-board? It might. But gener- 
ally they are handled with care. “ Deal gently 
with the prize-package shirt” is a rule some- 
times laid down by laundrymen. “Steam and 















coax it to become clean,’”’ he adds to the laun- 
dress: “ but do not wrestle with it.’’ A laundress 
will not wrestle with a cheap shirt. 


Again, if a spring bonnet costs twenty-seven | 


dollars and a half, what will a derby hat come 
tou? One ninety, Because this same gentle- 
man who pays for the aforesaid spring bonnet 
desires to economize on hats. Domestic econ- 
omy is an intricate science, , 

And here again is a beautiful scene of econ- 
omy. Closing up the house during the summer 
months to allow the family to enjoy themselves 
in the country. Are you not paying rent? 
Yes; unless you own the house. But house- 
owners are not included in this argument. I re- 
fer to the gentleman who pays rent. Who gets 
the benefit of this vacant house during the 
summer months? ‘The servant-girl, the police- 
man and the croton-bugs. What are the family 
doing in the country? Enjoying themselves 
and getting tanned. They are getting healthy. 
Good. But in the meantime you are paying 
rent. This is one of the delicate questions in 
economy. 

Again, a young man writes to ask me if he 
can get married on ten dollars a week. Yes, he 
can, if the girl’s father is a millionaire, But, un- 
less the girl’s father is a millionaire, 1 would 
advise him to keep single. Can aman keep 
house on ten dollars a week? He can—about 
three days. w. oa Ge 


IN PHILADELPHIA the five-cent barbers have 
threatened to raise the price to ten cents, anil 
society young men in the Quaker City are in 
sore distress. 


‘TENNYSON 1S extending honor and _hospi- 
tality to Dr. Holmes. ‘Tennyson may not be 
able to write poetry himself, but he appreciates 
a man who can. 





A HANDY LOOP-HOLE. 
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_ Artist (¢o Critic).—What, going’so soon? You haven't really studied these masterpieces of the Great 
French Impressionists! You can’t get the full effect of them when you stand so close; you want to be a little 


way off, 


Crit1c.—Dear boy, I’m going to be a big way off in about ten minutes—ta, ta! 





TROCHES. 


a - HAIRED, seedy- look- 

young man entered an 
editorial office, carrying a huge 
roll of manuscripts under his 
arm. 

It was a poem on ‘‘ Summer 
Rain,” 

A crowd of a dozen persons 
gathered about the door, ex- 
pecting to see the rash youth 
emerge a ghastly wreck; but 
they were badly fooled. When 
the poet came out of the news- 
paper-office, he flourished in | }})|| 
his hand a crisp twenty-dollar | }}'}i/ 
greenback, which the editor 
paid him for his poem. 

It sometimes happens that 
way. 





‘HE ELDEST SON of the Prince 
of Wales is to be made Duke of 
Kent. He will have’a seat in 
the House of Lords and a sal- 
ary of $50,000, whether he sits 
in it or not. He is said to be a very amiable 
young man, He ought to be. There is no rea- 
son why he should ever give the people of Eng- 
land a cross word or a cross look, 

‘THE APACHES cannot escape, and their last 
resource is to surrender, If. they will do this, 
we will give them leave on parole and a Win- 
chester rifle apiece. These terms cannot be 
modified. We mean business, and these mur- 
derous savages might as well understand it. 








ACCORDING TO a neighbor, Mrs. Jones, wife 
of the Evangelist, on the day she first dis- 
played her new carriage, drove by one house 
thirteen times. This is certainly not the Chris- 
tian spirit; but one Christian in a family is 
enough, 


THE ENGLISH people credit Dr. Holmes with 
an “intellectual look,’ and admit that Lowell 
writes “nice poetry.” Yes, and they cannot 
deny that Emerson was a “smart feller.” We 
are a young country, but we are well on into 
trousers. 





WHENEVER Pror. Brooks feels in need of a 
hundred dollars he gets out his spy-glass and 
discovers a comet. ‘The comet business is re- 
munerative; but it is like the funny paragraph 
business—it requires time to learn it. 


IN THE three years’ use of the Brooklyn 
Bridge over 45,000,000 persons have crossed it, 
and only two or three jumped off. ‘This shows 
that the structure is being devoted to the use 
for which it was intended, 


‘THE WEATHER has been so excessively back- 
ward this season that tramps have been afraid 
to venture out on the road, for fear of being 
asked to sift a ton of ashes and build three fires 
for a sandwich. 


AN INTERES1ING event would be a walking- 
match between a messenger-boy and a Socialist 
—the last one in to have the prize. 


JAEHNE WILL not re-enter the jewelry or 
Aldermanic business on his release from prison. 
He will start a laundry. 

‘THE STALEST egg in this world 
is in Washington, It was found 
in a guano-bed, and is one thou- 
sand years old. — Washington 
Post. Why not save it to throw at Oscar Wilde ? 
He will be over here shortly. 
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Sick UNCLE (very wealihy).—So my nephew wants to leave 
his town to come here? Well, if I am alive, I shall be glad to 


see him, and if I am dead, he will be glad to see me. 


AB shult> 


He took me then to visit Incilia. 
Reaching her door, he said, nervously: 
“Be on your guard!” I had no time 
to inquire where he had picked up this 
strange expression. 

Wewentin. A fortitre moved aside, 
and there appeared Incilia. A vision! 
; Full of undoubting, unterrified joyous- 
( ness. I realized then what had been 
. spared her. 

i “Tam afraid, papa,” she said: “that 
the room is very untidy.” 

“Untidy!” 1 cried, mindful of Mr. 
Smith’s injunction: ‘“ Why, it-seems to 
me the room is in regular apple-pie 
order.” ‘Then I saw my error. 

“ Apple-pie?”? she mused: “I won- 
der what you can mean?” 

“* Slick,” I replied, confusedly. 

Presently I had an opportunity to look 
about me. How sedulously had every- 
thing been excluded from the furnish- 








INCILIA. 


[With Apologies to the Author of “ Iduna,’’ in the May Century.] 





oe weirdness, fatality! 

In his will my father had enjoined upon 
*me that whenever, whithersoever and what’s- 
the-difference a life-long friend should call me, 
1 should instantly obey the call. It was his 
practical way of doing things. He did not hint 
when the life-long friend would call me; but, 
no doubt, in the transport of a father’s affection, 
he hoped it would be on some auspicious oc- 
casion when tie life-long friend held king high. 

Years passed on, I had been given no sign; 
I knew not whether Mr, Smith were living or 
dead, and the whole matter had almost faded 
from my mind, when suddenly the summons 
came. I obeyed. 

The road was strange, wild and isolated. As 
we drove on, [ caught sight in the distance of 
the sea. In the low light of evening it seemed 
but a dull, steely expanse. I shivered. ‘The 
only expanses familiar to me were bright orange. 

A servant met me and conducted me to my 
apartments, a suite of rooms overlooking a land- 
scape now darkly silvered by the rising moon, 
I dressed hurriedly and descended to the library. 

Mr. Smith came forward to meet me. Never 
had I seen such a man! Ina considerable ex- 
perience I had perhaps seen men of the same 
name; but never a man of the same imposing 
appearance. A door opened, and there entered 
a young girl whom my host introduced as his 
daughter Alice. Weak and frail she looked. 
As light through delicate porcelain, so an un- 
earthly radiance shone through her diaphanous 
face. It occurred to me that if her face had 
not been diaphanous, the unearthly radiance 
would have had to go around. But there was 
enough to go around, so that the diaphanous- 
ness became immaterial. 

We went in to dinner. A sister, Incilia, was 
mentioned; but she did not join us. And I 
durst not ask why, for I felt instinctively that 
it was none of my business. 

‘The next morning [ saw Mr, Smith. 

“Your father and 1,” he said: “agreed that 
you and Incilia should marry.” 

I had expected something unexpected, but 
this was unexpected. 

“ And now,”’ he went on: “I have something 
to disclose which makes Incilia the noblest of 
human beings, When she was born, I deter- 
mined that she should know nothing of the great 
terror of human existence. You cannot realize 
it, but she does not know that there is such a 
thing as—”’ 

“As what ?”’ I gasped. 

“As pie. She is, therefore, the happiest of 
mankind. I wished to caution you against giv- 
ing even a hint of the awful knowledge.” 





ings of the room that might speak of 
the one interdicted subject. Among 
the books were no treatises on cooking, no his- 
tories of the world’s pie-biters. Neither could 
I discover the works of the Brownings nor of 
William Black. 

* Do these authors mention pie, that you ex- 
clude them ?”? I asked Mr. Smith afterward. 

“Perhaps not,” he said, musingly: “but I 
could never get any one to look their books 
over to see.” 

The days passed by, and I thought I saw a 
change in Incilia. Some unguessed misgiving 
seemed drawing the veil which had hidden from 
her earth’s great terror. 


But usually she was still joyous, In her gar- 


den were all sorts of fruit-trees and fruitful | 


shrubs. How calmly, yet, she could gaze on the 
raspberry-vines, the ripening pumpkins, on the 
custard and chicken-pie trees! One day, dolt 








“ Mr. Smith!” I cried, and ran wildly through 
the rooms, At last I found him. In speechless 
agony he was gazing upon Alice, who was seat- 
ed at a table upon which rested a yellow baking- 
dish with the contents more than half removed. 

A shriek! Incilia had followed me, and was ~ 
now contemplating her sister. 

“What is it?”? she cried: ‘Is it true, then, 
what I have dreamed of a Something which one 
eats, and which unseats the intellect ?” 

_ She tottered nearer the table, and saw Alice’s 
glassy eyes and vacant aspect. Then she turned 
back. 

“My dream was true,” she shrieked: “this 
is pie!” And she fell to the floor. 

Now Incilia spends her time in travel. Know- 


-ing the terrors of eating pie, she strives for the 


unclouded happiness once imagined hers, by 
trying to encounter only those railroad-restau- 
rant pies which cannot be eaten. So far she 
has been successful. 

Did I marry her? No. As those two sages, 
my father and his life-long friend, had not had 
the condescension to inform me of their plan, 
it happened that I had already been married 


| five years when I was called. 


WILLISTON rain, 








WE HAVE COME TO STAY. 





The well-known and reliable firm of 
GERONIMO & Co., 

Fashionable and Artistic Butchers, 
announce their usual Summer-Opening to all persons 
interested. 

SOLDIER STEAKS A SPECIALTY. 

Blood- Pudding, Head - Cheese, and Smoked Goods al- 
ways in stock. 

VEAL CUTLETS FURNISHED FRESH. 

Credit given regular customers. Government con- 
tracts supplied. 
REMEMBER THE OLD STAND. 
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that I was, I again made the forbidden allusion: - —From the Apacheopolis Sca/p Lock. 
“What a noble pie- “ ; 
plant-pie plant!’ “OUR WILLIAM.” 


She looked at me 
for a moment intense- 
ly, then, with an as- 
sumption of careless- 
ness, asked: 

“What do they make 
of the pie-plant- pie 
plant ?” 

“Nothing,” I re- 
plied, evasively. 

Such incidents, in 
spite of my solicitude, 
prepared Incilia for 
the change. Alas, it 
came all too soon. 

A new cook had 
been engaged. Ona 
hot, stifling summer 
morning Alice and I 
were seated outdoors 
under a large awning, 
when suddenly we be- 
came aware of the 
odor of apple-pie. We 
started up. Alice’s 
face paled, and | saw 
that the end of her 
long struggle was at 
hand. 

“Oh, I must get a 
piece,” she remarked, 
weakly: “I must. Go 
to Incilia.” 

I found Incilia lean- 
ing from her window; 
the odor of the pie 
blew full upon *her 
once happy face. A 
horror was upon her 
that I could not allay. 
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MR. RoseNHEMER. —Where you get dot old hat, Mose? 

MosEs.—A gase fell on der floor unt busted, Mr. Rosenheimer, unt dot hat got grushed. 

Mr. ROSENHEIMER.—Vell, neffer mind, Mose; put it in der vindow. 
Mister Evarts mighd go py dis morning, unt it mighd attracted him. 


Perhaps dot; 
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There was an old woman who lived in a shoe, 
She had so many Aldcrmen she did n’t know what to do, 
Some went to Canada, some to Sing Sing, 

And that was the end of the Aldermen’s ring. 


— 







(BAN \ 
HANI. 


AY ( 






Jake and Jim went up the hill 

To bribe the city fathers, : 
Jim fell down and broke his crown, 
And Jake will soon come after. 


PUCK’S ALDERMANIC MOTHER GOOSE., 


Needles and pins, needles and pins, 
When an Alderman’s crooked his trouble begins. 





IIey diddle doodle, the Aldermen’s boodle, 
Their trials are coming quick, 

The lawyers laugh to see the fun, 
But it makes the Aldermen sick. 
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Ding dong bell, Jaehne ’s in the well. 
Mister Martine. 


Who put him in? 





Jakey, Jakey, Gander, 
Where do you wander? 
Up-stairs, down-stairs, 
In the Aldermen’s chamber. 


ARETE 


crooked Aldermen will have to go to jail, 
Isn’t it a shameful sight for honest men to see ? 
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Old Jake Sharp was a crooked old soul, 
And a crooked old soul was he, 

And he built a railroad up Broadway, 
And he did it by briber—ee, 














A BARGAIN. 


A children, was industriously working on a de- 
moralized tea-kettle, when a very soiled tramp 
approached him, and cautiously drew from 
under his coat a tin can, and in a confidential 
way said: 

‘*My friend, I’m in hard luck; I dropped 
this can yesterday, and now every time I drink 
it leaks down on my coat and looks very un- 
tidy. I’m broke—I spent the last cent I had 
for a Charlotte Russe. But won’t you just put a 
drop of solder over that hole?” 


The tin-smith was very prompt in informing | 


him, in plain, unalloyed English, that he didn’t 
walk around all day, yelling up alley-ways, with 


a furnace in his hand and a twenty-five-pound | 
box of tools hanging on his shoulder, for pleas- | 


ure. After the tramp had reflected as only a 
tramp can reflect, he said: 
“Tl tell you what I’ll do if you solder that 


STREET-TINKER, surrounded by a bevy of 


hole; I’ll inform you where there’s lots of tink- 
ering, and it pays first-rate, too.” 
The tin-smith entertained the proposition, 


| and it was a bargain. ‘The can was once more | 


| beer-tight. 
“Now where’s all that tinkering you were 
talking about ?”” 
| The tramp hobbled off a few vards, and in- 
formed him it was over in the U.S. Navy-yard. 
| Before the tinker could gather himself together, 
| the tramp jumped on behind a passing ice-cart 
| and was gently wafted out of sight. 








A SLIGHT LOSS. 


.  7’m sorry I[ wasn’t at your father’s funeral, 
Miss Mollie.” 

“Faith, and you didn’t miss much. It was 
very quiet. Beer at the wake, and only one 
| band at the cemetery. You know, father al- 
| ways detested any ceremony like.” 





PUCKERINGS. 


| ™ Woman QuEst1I0n—What Shall I Wear? 





AFTER ALL, it is the house-dog that doesn’t 
| take any stock in a lockout—especially on a 


| rainy night. 

| A SOUTHERN PAPER soberly informs its read- 
| ers that Jeff Davis was born on the 31st day of 
| June. But he ought to have been. 


Now DortH the country prelate begin to com- 
plain of ill-health, and work the Palestine cough 
for all it is worth, which is probably a trip to 
Asia Minor. 

ALDERMAN JAEHNE may not be following a 
| very dignified calling in the Sing Sing Laundry; 
but then, some time hence he may be able to 
start in business in New York and get even with 
his tormentors by destroying their soiled linen. 
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THE WAY THEY DO IN JAPAN. 


| KNow of nothing more restful to an over- 

worked and overhurried man than the study 
of the social and business customs of the ex- 
tremely polite and deliberative people of Japan. 
Mr. Gilbert, it seems to me, might have given 
us a better understanding of these customs than 
he has in his otherwise excellent ‘“‘ Mikado,” 
and thus conferred some lasting benefits upon 
a rough-edged people who haven’t yet learned 
the A B C of how to go slow. 

In Japan there is no greater breach of eti- 
quette than to be ina hurry, This is an im- 
portant point that Mr, Gilbert has not properly 
brought out in his opera; neither has he given 
us that acquaintance with the simpler phrases 
used in the higher circles of Japanese society 
that I feel we ought to have. 

1 have learned more about these things from 
“'T’he ‘Tourist’s Phrase-Book; or, How to Learn 
Japanese Before Breakfast’? than I have from 
the “ Mikado,” and some rainy day I will write 
a Japanese opera myself that will make Mr. 
Gilbert extremely tired. 

There is no such brief and hurried salutation 
used in Japanese society as: “I am glad to see 
you,” or: “Iam pleased to meet you.”’ Instead 
of thus abruptly greeting an old friend or new 
acquaintance, the Japanese say, to translate 
them freely: “I am thoroughly saturated with 
happiness at having the pleasure of hanging 
myself upon your honorable eye-lids.” ‘hat 
sounds like something. Again, when a young 
man writes to his sweet little Japanese girl, away 
in the country, for instance, instead of sending 
her one thousand kisses, as we hurried and fret- 
ful United States young men do, he writes some- 
what in this fashion: ‘ Dearest Lump of Sweet- 
ness: I am filled with excruciating impatience 
to reach your side, so that I may hang myself 
upon your bliss-dispensing, sugar-coated lips 
four thousand six hundred and ten million times, 
and perhaps a few times more for good count.” 

1 am not sure that the social customs of Japan 








permit a young man to kiss his little betrothed 
peachblow Yum-Yum that many times at one 
session of the court; but he is allowed to prom- 
ise that number of kisses, anyway, and if he is 
not in a hurry, and the Japanese are never in a 
hurry, he will do his best to keep his promise. 

In accepting an invitation to dinner the Jap- 
anese do not say: “It will give me pleasure to 
dine with you, as you suggest.”? But: 
have great delight in putting myself upon the 
outside of all the luxuries of the season under 
which your hospitable board is accustomed to 
groan.” ‘That is merely a free translation of 
one of the very simplest forms of accepting an 
invitation to dinner in Japan. 

I rather like the Japanese style of polite in- 
tercourse, ‘here is nothing hurried or abrupt 
about it. It makes one feel as if the under- 
taker’s bill were far off, and that there is really 
no necessity for hurry and painful commotion. 
And it is much more pleasing’to the ear than 
our brief style of social communication. 

Of course, we are all in very much of a hurry 
in America. But hurry is the thing that is keep- 
ing us awake of nights, causing us to acquire 
store-teeth in early life, and to become a nation 
of dyspeptics, strikers and boycotters. 

As girls, we are in a hurry to be women.with 
an abnormal bustle and a beau; as boys, we are 
in a hurry to wear a moustache and plug-hat; 
as women, we are in a hurry for a hundred new 
things that the treasury department is ill pre- 
pared to provide; as men, we are in a hurry to 
pocket the boodle and get away from the police. 

We should strive to live more calmly, if not 
so sumptuously, and to die with greater deliber- 
ation, even though we must be buried with less 
éclat. We should not crowd Nature by eating 


‘a dinner of thirteen courses in seven minutes 


and three seconds, and expect to escape remorse 
and a bald-headed doctor. It seems to me that 
we could use some of the Japanese sit-down- 
and-take-it-calm-ativeness and for-time-I-don’t- 


‘““T shall | 





care-a-dang-ativeness in our domestic economy 
to our great and lasting advantage. 

In America everybody tries with all his might 
to hurry everybody else. One hurries us up in 
the morning, another hurries us all day long, 
and our wives hurry us home at night. Our 
business hurries us, and our creditors hurry us 
the worst of all, Even the weather has caught 
our lively habits and hurries us, too, 

Our correspondence and conversation show 
what a miserably hurried people we are. And 
there are entirely too many phrases in general 
use in our social and business intercourse, which, 
on account of their extreme brevity and explo- 
sive abruptness, grate harshly on the sensitive 
ear. For instance, what could sound more un- 
pleasant to a man who hates hurry and worry 
than this: ‘ Please remit!” or this: “Send 
check at once, or we will draw on you at sight!” 


‘The Japanese have much pleasanter ways of 


framing similar little business messages, and 
we might become a happier people by adopting 
suggestions from them. 

“Will you, at your convenience, do me the 
kindness to hang a check for the enclosed bill 
in the vicinity of my eye-lids?”’ certainly sounds 
less harsh and gritty than: ‘“ Enclosed find bill; 
remit at once.” 

The Japanese do not say: “Keep off the 
grass!’ but: “ ‘The municipal authorities will 
consider it an everlasting kindness if you will 
hang yourself off the verdure.”’ There is nothing 
coarse and savage about that, and it don’t make 
us feel as if we must go on the grass just for spite. 

To my mind there is nothing more debilitat- 
ing and enervating to our race than the hurry 
and bustle and harshness and five minutes for re- 
freshments that mar our social, domestic and 
business customs, and make our boasted civili- 
zation a sham and fit subject of ridicule to older 
and calmer nations, 

Let us pause and sit down and learn some- 
thing from the Japanese. Scotr Way. 





THE STORY 
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Mr. Hardup, the Sandwich-Man, Weary and Thirsty, Invites Himself to Take a Disk. 


WORK 


THE 


—_— 


JOIN THE FOLD: 
‘ N)\ 
LET The GOOD lena 


GO own! 





OF THE SACRED SANDWICH. 





YOUNG ncn f 
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Discovery of Mr, Dubbs, the President of the Young Men’s Soul-Saving Society, 


Who Appears Five Minutes Later. 
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A FORECAST. 


SAMBO.—Say, Cuffee, I’ll pay you twenty-five cents apiece fur dem chickens. 


CuFFEE.—I hain’t got no chickens, nigger! 


Samgpo.—Yah! Yah! You will have some, afore you gets home. 


TIPS ON TOPMOST TOPICS. 





N? SALOON MEN are admitted to the Knights 
of Labor, and yet a saloon-keeper will vio- 
late the law to admit a Knight of-Labor. Some 
people would do well to cut out the Golden 
Rule and paste it in their hat. 

SOME PHILOSOPHER is of the opinion that 
time used profitably is life. But Jaehne used 
his time pretty profitably, and only got ten 
years, _ 

M. C. Kiser, says the Savannah .Vezws, made 
a proposition to give ex-President Davis a five- 
thousand-dollar home in Atlanta and one hun- 
dred dollars a month if he would make that 
city his place of residence. Kiser must have 
some grudge against Atlanta, and is trying to 
get even, 

THISs Is just the period when last year’s straw 
hat is taken out and toned up with a sponge, to 
see if it can be made to do for another fare- 
well season. 


TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS is offered for the 
head of Geronimo; but we should want more 
money before signing a contract to deliver it. 
Old Geronimo doesn’t leave his head lying 
around loose. 


MartTIN Irons has been sold out for rent in 
Sedalia, and grave fears are entertained that he 
will be compelied to go to work. 


Dr. Mary WaLker has just inherited $25,000. 
Some time ago we made the unkind remark 
that Dr. Mary’s trousers didn’t fit her. We wish 
now to retract that remark. Everybedy is 
liable to make mistakes, 





THE Youth’s Companion advertises the Star 
Malaria Pad. We have no use for this pad, for 
we can live at Staten Island and get all the ma- 
laria we want without even asking for it. 








‘case of the lamented Hugh 


A WHALE-OIL dealer re- 


cently failed down-town. | 


Or, in other words, he 
went up the spout. 

‘THIS COUNTRY is await- 
ing the outcome of the fish- 
ery difficulty with baited 
| breath, 





NEXT TO THE city editor 
| of a great morning daily 
| comes the editor-in-chief. 





Henry Irvinc will be 
legs and all. 


THE LATE spring crop 
of hangings in cases of wife 
murderers is making quite 
a boom for the undertaker. 

HENRY BERGH won't eat 
“an oyster unless it is alive. 


THE SociaLtist Move- 
a Beer. 


A COLLEGE-BRED man 
usually understands base- 
ball, tennis and rowing, 
but Homer is all Greek to 
him. 


| In Rome (Ga.) there is 
now waging a beer war, A 


quarter-keg of beer, containing eight gallons, 


the regular price of which is two dollars and 
fifty cents, is being sold at fifty cents per 
keg. The population of the city is increasing 
rapidly, and real-estate is booming. 





Just AT PRESENT O’ Donovan Rossa doesn’t | 


speak unless he is spoken to. 





THE Home Journal is already out with a 
poem on July. 
with its verse in order to have that department 
in harmony with the rest 
of the paper, which seems —---____ 
to be a list of places in 
which to spend the sum- =— 
mer. Each place has less 
malaria and fewer mosqui- 
tos than any other men- 
tioned, and the man who 
cannot get away at all may 
read these interesting col- 
umns. and enjoy everything 
set forth in them, if his | 
imagination is sufficiently 
lively. P 





BARNUM’S EMPLOYEES are 
reported to be exception- 
ally moral thisseason ‘This 
condition must be due to 
the absence of the sacred 
pink-tailed elephant. Chris- 
tianity and paganism won’t 
mix, 


Coney IsLanp _beer- 
jerkers are not afraid of 
mad dogs because they are 
all froth, 





THE OLD saying that | 
‘‘dead men tell no tales” 
does not hold good in the 


Conway. 


| . na 
| with us again in August, | 


MENT—Up to the Bar for | 


It is probably ahead of time | 
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PUCK’S VIEWS AND REVIEWS. 


«6 J WONDER what the little birds would say to me if 

| they could only speak?” asks a fond poetess. They 

would probably say ** Ah, there!’’ or «* Come off!” 

or ** Give us a rest!’ or something like that. 

We have received from D. Lothrop & Co., of Boston, 
«¢ A New Departure for Girls,” by Margaret Sidney. It 
is a story of how two girls were left by an uncle without 
a United States bond to their name, and not even a 
knowledge of the methods of kicking a living out of a 
sewing-machine, All they knew how to do was to knit 
and make church-fair tidies with green dogs playing with 
a purple child under a red tree. But, although they had 
no sponge-cake and matinée tickets staring them in the 
face, they didn’t despair; they just set to work and— 

But why should we tell the story? We don’t want to 
spoil the publishers’ profits and the avthor’s royalties. 
| We will state, however, that the object of the book is to 
show how much ice-cream and happiness await girls ‘in 
reduced circumstances who go to work in earnest, instead 
of folding their arms and waiting for a rich man to turn 
up. The illustrations, of which there are nine, are from 
the pencil of F, Childe Hassam, who has happily caught 
the spirit of the story on the fly. 








We don’t see for the lives of us how the milk business 
of Harte & Holmes, of Newark, N. J., is successfully 
run, with Bret and Oliver Wendell in Europe. 

It is certain that Henry James could not stand up for 
four rounds with John L. Sullivan. We will also ven- 
ture to say that John L. could not stand James for four 
installments. If he could, he would be downed in an at- 
tempt to do Henry in a trial to the finish, 

Perhaps the Rev. Theron Brown thinks he found a 
new rhyme in ‘* windows” and ‘ Hindoos” when he 
wrote his fifty-dollar prize poem, ‘The Rajah’s Clock,” 
for Good Cheer. Wut if he will look through Bayard 
Taylor’s ‘¢ Echo Club,” he will find it in a parody on Long- 
fellow called ** The Sewing-Machine.’’ Whenever a 
poet finds a new rhyme, he finds a little later that some 
one else did it. His only safety is in blank verse or prose. 

«* A Winter in Central America,” by Helen J. San- 
born, (Lee & Shepard,) is a pleasant and unpretentious 
description of travels in Guatemala and Mexico. ‘The 
writer, Miss Helen J. Sanborn, accompanied her father, 
who went to explore the country in the coffee interest. 
Coffee and spices have long been almost inseparable 
companions, and this book is no exception, for Miss San- 
born adds to the coffee hunt an agreeable and delicate 
admixture of spice. 

In «* Down the West Branch,” (Lee & Shepard,) Capt. 
Farrar tells in fairly amusing way the adventures of a 
| party of youths who camp out in Maine. In desiring to 
avoid the dime-novel style, the author has gone to the 
| other extreme, and made his characters a thought over 
| goody-goody, None of them smoke, chew or drink; if 
they did, it would be preferable to willfully destroying 
and throwing away the property of the Pullman Car Co., 
in the way Capt. Farrar thinks is harmlessly funny. 





THE TRAGEDY REHEARSED. 





He.—That man that was killed on the railroad is dead! 
SHE.—Dead ?! !—er—e1—dead ?!—dead!! 
think we’re aloive, it’s dead we are! 


It’s thrue far ye. Whin we 
| They put on another herring. ] 


~ 
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WEST POINT. 










AILY papers are now 
full of West Point. 
Long, breezy col- 
umns tell us of the magic 
beauty of the Hudson 
where it flows deep-crank- 
ing through the High- 
lands; of trophies of old 
wars; of crumbling revolu- 


by river; of fierce and dash- 


that floats over Storm King and 
Cro’ Nest; of velvet, shining parade-grounds, 


green in their summer beauty, as if they were | 
keeping green the memory of a hundred old | 


classes that have marched there. And they tell 
us of how gallant and gay cadets walk with rich 
and loving maidens, all in the golden sunlight 
of the June-clad “ plain,” or in the more golden 
shadows of Flirtation Walk and Kosciusko’s 
Garden—speaking to them of love, anon quiet- 
ing their timid fears of approaching war. 

And reading this, a million youths of our 
land long to be young knights themselves. “In 
the sessions of sweet, silent thought,” what a 
picture they summon up! With a daughter of 
luxury and unvexed gentleness they stray down 
the embowered historic Walk. A little blue sky 
is soft far overhead; the sun falls on the young 
green of summer; through the trees on the river- 
side it glints from the ripples in the great Hud- 
son to light up a tender face and the gold lace 


tionary fortresses on hill and | 


ing drills; of martial music | 
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“seasoned to his right use and true perfection” 
' —his own laughter over his amusing awkward- 
nesses will be the loudest and frankest of all. 
But, truly, a new cadet never laughs, Laughter 
is not presented to him as an object. 

I have been a new cadet, myself. 

I have tangled up my feet in the mazy 
about-face, I have knocked myself out of ranks 
with the undomesticated gun, I have done 
everything laid down in military novels as 
laughable; but my dignified gravity was never 
disturbed. Not that | have an inborn aversion 
to icle merriment. As a boy, I used to coun- 
terfeit a feverish gaiety when there was a lamb 
in school, and sometimes, under chargé of a 
half-paid, half-dead teacher, I have contrived 
to laugh consumedly the live-long day, lamb or 
no lamb; but when I went to West Point, I 


‘ ceased to peep through my eyes for the gay, 


_ the merry, the jocund. My disposition changed. 
'I no longer wished to surprise people with the 
_keenness of my perception, 1 simply wished 
to be loved. I determined to follow the advice 
of A. Ward, and deal gently with the aged. 

| West Point is cold and hard. A military 
"man, Mars privately conceives, should be the 
darling of society. And when he goes to the 
| Academy, he discovers with pain that, as far 
| as new cadets are concerned, society is not 
very sociable. In his first year at West Point, a 
youth will not be diverted from taking three 


| hundred and sixty-five dinners at the cadet 


of a brave uniform; the ships tack and shift | 
their drooping sails; the birds are silent. Only | 
' tame affair. 


the gravel whispers under the lovers’ feet, and 
presently that, too, is silent. * * * —_ 
Mars plucks a little flower from the. 
coolest shadows by the rocky way. 
Alice knows why he plucks it—she 
trembles as he comes to give it her. 
But she takes it—turns her face toward 
the solemn, happy river. * * * Thus 
they stand, and thus, in imagination, 
Mars keeps them standing while he 
contemplates the rapturous vision. 

But Mars anticipates. ‘To enter this 
realm of Cupid one must pass an ex- 
amination, It seems a tough and humil- 
ating condition. In arithmetic Mars 
must be familiar with the repeating, 
self-cocking decimal, the unparalleled 
common divisor and the other subjects 
in the book. In grammar he must cor- 
rect false syntax from the N. Y. Sun, 
and parse “Our fathers—where are 
they ?”” (He will not be obliged to re- 
veal that these hardy ancestors are in 
the front row at Lydia ‘Thompson’s 
show.) In the art of Mnemosyne, he 
must be able with ease to designate 
the discoverer of America in three 
guesses, and, three times out of five, 
name those Presidents of the United 
States who have understood the “‘ Mon- 
roe Doctrine,” or have parted their 
hair in the middle. In geography the 
candidate must provide himself with 
large cuffs filled with information neat- 
ly written and arranged. All these 
things must be done, for so says old 
Father Antic, the law. 

Ah, who can tell how hard it is to 
climb! And to climb out to drill! 
Wken Mars should be grasping that 
little hand, to grasp a musket and at- 
tempt to tame its undomesticated 
spirit! When he should hear his heart 
beating with love, to hear a drum pal- 
pitating with police-call! O heavy | 
dole! | 

And Mars may imagine that, when 
he is at his first drills—being not yet 





mess. However, the first year being passed, he 
goes into society with arush, He goes in at 
two o’clock Saturday afternoons, and should be 
careful to come out again in time for parade. 
‘The “season” in London is comparatively a 


ROSWELL P. FLOWER. 
** He Got There, All the Same!” 





‘President at last—President of something, if it’s only 
of the Electric Subway Commission!” 














HIS FIRST CASE. 


nABShults 





YounGc Docror.—Lon't stop me! Got a call, 
Must get there before the patient recovers! 





Altogether, Mars will find the Academy very 
different from his conception of it. West Point 
cannot conscientiously be recommended as an 
elysian summer-resort for new cadets, nor as a 
dolce far niente sanitarium for the older ones. 
And yet, in the end, Mars may arrive at the 
reality of that beatific vision that first entranced 
him. In the last summer he may stray down 
Flirtation Walk. The sun will glint from the 
river; the sky will be soft far overhead; Mars 
will find a little flower—-no doubt a little hand 
to take it, and a foolishly admiring face to 
tremble at its meaning. 

Now, as the breezy columns tell us, it is the 
time of graduation. The Hudson flows deep- 
cranking through the Highlands; the velvet 
parades shimmer in the sun, and in the sun the 
old fortresses on hill and by river crumble to 
decay; the bugle-notes of the last retreat die 
away over Cro’ Nest; the purple of twilight 
creeps up the gold-crowned hills, There is an- 
other four years’ growth of greenness on the 
granite of battlemented’ barracks, and another 
class is done with West Point forever, Forever, 
forever, forever! ‘They have left it forever. So 
they ardently trust. Now, with their new citi- 
zen suits they will descend upon New York. 
Every graduate will carry a cane and wear a 
white tile. How people in the quaint little 
town will stare and blink! And how wildly— 
alas, vainly—will flutter the hearts of the village 
maidens! 

A word more to Mars, and I have done: 

Every cadet, his first day at the Academy, 
should write on the walls of his room: ‘TI will 
stand at the head of my class, I will become per- 
meated with knowledge; then, should the ter- 
rible necessity arise, I will go forth and save 
my imperiled country.” 

Such remarks as these cost nothing, and look 
nice in a biography. WILLISTON FIsH. 








IN THE excitement of the President’s mar- 
riage, the peachblow vase has been lost sight of. 


Our BOODLE Aldermen think that an honest 
man like Moloney is a very noble work indeed. 


MaRTIN IRoNs says he did not run away. 
No, indeed; he jumped on a miserable capi- 
talistic railroad train and rode away. 


THE MAGAZINES are killing the books and 
Sunday newspapers are killing the magazines, 
and the ministers are trying to kill the Sunday 
newspapers. Now who will kill the ministers? 
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A BUSINESS CATASTROPHE. 





ASTERN DRUMMER (fo St. Louis merchant).—That 
was a pretty bad failure of Isaac Stein’s,”’ 
MERCHANT.—Pad? Vell, you vas right it vas. It 
vas de vorst failure of de season. His greditors made 
him bay seventy-vive cents on de dollar. It is petter 
to stay in peesness as to fail like dot. 








AN ERROR. 


TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT IT, 





-_—— (after the verdict had been rendered 


against him).—lt’s pretty tough for a young man 
like me to be hanged. 

LAwyveER.—Hard? What are you kicking about? 
You killed him, didn’t you? Just think of me. It’s 
mighty tough for a young lawyer to lose his first 
murder-case, I can tell you. 














tifera, cyclops and doplina.” 


‘This shows how easy | 
it is to be mistaken. We always thought that oysters 
| lived on insects and deep sea plants. 


|" is claimed by a learned professor that oysters live | 

on “infusoria, alge, minute entomostracans, ro- | A CIVIL JUDGE has decided that the violin is “a 

| musical instrument.” This depends 

largely upon who owns the violin. In some men’s 
| hands it is only an infernal nuisance. 


valuable 





IT DEPENDS. 


























SHE STOOD ON THE STAIR. 
I. IV. VII. 
HE STOOD at the turn of the stair, Yes, her face is as proud and as sweet, ‘¢Oh, love for a month oi a week, 
With the rose-tiated light on her face, And the flowers are the same as of old. Oh, love for a year or a day; 
And the gold of her hair gleaming out Is her voice just as gentle and low? But, oh, for the love that will live — 
From a mystical billow of lace. Is her heart just as cruel ‘and cold? That will linger forever and aye.” 
‘y II. V. Vill. 
nt And I waited and watched her apart, Does she dream of one summer ago, There ’s a stillness; the music has stopped, 
in And a mist seemed to compass my sight; As she stands on the rose-tinted stair? And she turns with an indolent grace: 
a For last year we were nearer than friends, Does she think of her Newport romance, Am I waking, or still do I dream, 
S. And to me she was nothing to-night. While she buttons the long mousquetaire? Or is there a tear on her face? 
} IM. VI. IX. 
mn And the jasmine she wore at her throat And some one is singing a song, Then I step from the shadow apart, 
he Was heavy with fragrance, and cast And high o’er the music it rings, Till I stand by her side on the stair: 
urs The sorrowful present away, And she listens and leans from the stair, One step to the flowers and the light 
nd And carried me back to the past. For these are the words that it sings: From the darkness and gloom of despair. 
to 
he TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
“p- 
vet DN ge anther print your joke on servant- 
he girls coming from Biddeford, in order that 
to your friends may know your true character, and 
= treat you accordingly. 
“ ; P, Henry.—If you became a member of the 
i State Legislature against your will, and whilst 
ioe laboring under temporary aberration of mind, 
— and have since reformed, we do not see why 
° 
So your former friend should have declined to trust 
iti- you with his umbrella. You are mistaken: The 
~_ Government does not keep a cow free for the 
* President and each member of the Cabinet in 
ttle the Agricultural Department. 
—_ JosepH.—We do not know the language of 
age the handkerchief; but when the girl asked you 
if you were not afraid to be out so late, the 
time had come for you to take yourself away. 
my, A hint like that from the girl should be enough. 
will YouncG SuBSCRIBER.— Yes; you can marry on 
per- ten dollars a week, if you try; but at that rate 
ter- of pay you can’t put on style, and set up wine | 
save when in course of time a still small voice whis- 
pers “‘I'wins!”? in your wealth of ear, without 
jook getting yourself into a dilemma or two. But | | 
i. you can be very happy on a salary of ten dol- | 
lars a week if you don’t spend more than twenty | 
dollars a week and can borrow ten dollars a | 
week regularly from your father-in-law. 
“e Ursan.—Incorrect. Hypochondria is the 
state of being melancholy, and not a huge 
aan South American serpent. 
leed. D’Ausray.—No particular course of study is 
necessary to qualify you to be head-clerk at a 
way. summer-hotel. All you need, D’Aubray, is a 
capi- cold, haughty air and a dollar diamond-ring on 7 
your right little finger. If you are good for 
nothing else under the sun, and your friends * ’ . = 
_ have often expressed a desire to kill you, but And I take both her hands in my own, And I stamp and I claw at the air, 
‘ines, have hesitated because they did not know just And I look in her eyes once again, And rave at myself for a spell; ! 
nday where to hit you a fatal blow, you may be sure And I shiver and tremble and shake For it isn’t the girl, after all, “ 
ters? you will make a nice, sweet, successful summer- When I think what a fool I have been. That I met at the Newport hotel. 
hotel clerk, dear D’ Aubray, Kittie K. 
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FORWARDED TO HARPER'S DRAWER. 
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Rat. Fence CENTRE, June 7th, 1886. 


0 the Editor of PucK—Sir: 
T I have got off a good many things lately that tickle 
our towns-folk very much indeed. I will give you 
a specimen of my metal. 

I was down to Squire Pillsbury’s store the other night. 
Me and a lot of the boys got to talking about the Nights 
of Labor. I broke them all up by saying, all of a sudden: 

‘¢ Why don’t they put Mart-in Irons?” 

See? That settled it, I was boss. It is too good tc 
be lost, so I send it to you. I don’t want no pay, just 
put it in and welcome. 

Yours trewly, 
JAcosB GIBLETs. 

P. S.—You will hear from me again, 








MR. DUMPSEY’S GARDEN. 





R. Dumpsey has been waiting impatiently 

for the last two weeks for something green 

to turn up. At the moment of going to press 
it had not turned. 

It was during house-cleaning time that Mrs. 
Dumpsey ran across a great heap of curious 
looking cl*” -Jags, with considerable literature 
paste? .,,,,each. When Mr. Dumpsey came 
hunié.1rom his office in the evening, his wife 
informed him that she had been investigating 
the closet in his lumber-room, and had found 
some of his old bags of shot, which she was 
afraid to touch for fear they would “go off.”? 

“Bags of shot, indeed!’ exclaimed Mr, 
Dumpsey: “Why, those must be the seeds that 
Barclay sent me from Washington a year ago.” 

“ Seeds ?”? queried Mrs, Dumpsey: “ Well, if 
I had known that, there would have been so 
much less rubbish in the house, anyway.” 

“You might have read the labels half-a-mile 
off,’ said Dumpsey: 

“Well, it was dark in the closet, and I didn’t 
dare to get very close to ’em,”’ related Mrs. 
Dumpsey: “Anyway, the whole batch goes to- 
morrow.” 

“ Eh—what ’s that?” 

“I say the whole batch goes to-morrow. I 
might have burned ’em to-day, for John had a 
splendid bonfire going.” 

“Burn my seeds? Not much!’? ejaculated 
Mr. Dumpsey, decidedly. “I have been keep- 
ing those seeds all winter on purpose to plant 
em this spring, and you know it, Mrs. Dump- 
sey.” 

** Know it? I didn’t even know you had the 





pesky things. I dare say they ’ve been drawing 
moths or weevils, or some such vermin, for the 
past year. And the idea of you making a gar- 
den, Jonathan Dumpsey! Why, you never 
planted a single seed in the whole course of 
your life, and 1 don’t believe you know whether 
they ought to go into the ground a foot deep 
or six inches—now, do you ?”’ 

“‘Well—no,”’ admitted Mr. Dumpsey: “ But 
can’t I learn? I was intending to buy a little 
book on gardening to-day, but there was a man 
came in and kept me over time, and I forgot 
all about it.” 

“I don’t know as I care much, after all,” 
said Mrs. Dumpsey, reflectively: ‘“ Perhaps it is 
just as well for you to bury those seeds as for 
me to burn them. Anything to get them out 
of the house. I will have John set them all 
down by the back steps to-morrow morning, 
and you can do what you please with ’em.” 

“ All right,’’ assented Mr, Dumpsey: “1711 buy 
that book to-morrow, and we’ll see whether I 
I can raise seeds or not.” 

Mr. Dumpsey bought this hand-book on 
gardening. It was entitled ‘“‘The Amateur 
Gardener,” and cost him the better part of a 
silver dollar. He spent all the next evening 
reading it through. _ His wife could not attract 
his attention for a moment, not even when she 
remarked that she would have to have a spring 
bonnet inside of two weeks, or Mr. Dumpsey 
would be obliged to hire a new house-keeper. 

“All right, my dear,’? was Mr, Dumpsey’s 
non-committal and absorbed reply. 

‘he next morning, shortly before nine o’clock, 
a brawny Milesian, sent up by Mr. Dumpsey, 
arrived with his spade on the scene of action, 
and proceeded to pulverize the home half-acre. 
Mrs, Dumpsey went out to look at the job. 
Little interest as she took in her husband’s gar- 
dening project, she couldn’t bear to have any 
person employed on the preimises without the 
moral incentive of an overseer. The good- 
natured Irishman, however, paid no attention 
to her, and when she remonstrated with him for 
stopping five minutes to fill and light his pipe, 
he replied, with a broad and cheerful smile: 

“ Be jabers, mum, [’ll have to be obleeged 
to ye for the loan of a match, as it is.” 

At noon Mr. Dumpsey came from the office 
and surveyed the ground, and inhaled the fresh 
odor of newly-turned earth, and swelled around 
with his hands in his pockets like a horticultural 
nabob. “I think it will be fine weather for 
planting to-morrow, my dear,’’ he remarked. 

“Well, I am sure I hope so,” replied his good 
wife: “Those bags make an awful litter in the 
yard,” 

Next morning Mr. Dumpsey got up even be- 
fore the cook did—a thing he had never done 
in his life before—and, putting on an old pair 
of trousers and a linen duster, sallied forth to 
begin operations. The ground had all been 
nicely spaded and raked—the Milesian had 
done his part well. 

Mr. Dumpsey took his book in one hand and 
a long plank in the other, and stood meditat- 
ing. Finally he dropped the plank across the 
middle of the prepared ground, and walked 
out on it with a bag of seeds in his hand. 

“Let us see—what have we here,’’? mused 
Mr. Dumpsey: Corn—ah yes, corn. ‘Corn 
should be planted in hills, about two feet apart, 
or, if for green fodder, in rows, dropping the 
seed continuously,’ ” 

“Very well,” commented Mr. Dumpsey: 
“It’s the green fodder we want, of course. 
Green corn is one of the greatest delicacies of 
the season.”’ ; 

He then proceeded to prepare the row, using 
a piece of lath for that purpose. After hollow- 
ing out a trench about seven inches in depth 
all along the edge of the board, he tore a hole 
in the bag, and dropped the corn in“ continu- 





ously ??—in fact, very much so, as the contents | 


of the bag gave out before he reached the end 
of the trench. He then filled in the row, built 
it up in a sort of mound, and plastered it 
down hard. 

Next Mr. Dumpsey planted the contents of a 
bag marked “Spanish Beans” according to the 
directions for beans in the manual, except that, 
on account of the beans being so exception- 
ally large, he thought it necessary to plant 
them a few inches deeper than the book 
directed. “It is always well to make allow- 
ances for size,’”’ as he explained to Mrs. Dump- 
sey at breakfast. “‘ A bean of that size must be 
allowed a sufficient depth of root, you under- 
stand,” 

Peas followed; then onions, beets, lettuce, 
and finally some radish seeds. ‘The latter had 
been purchased at an agricultural store down- 
town, and the proprietor had assured him that 
they were a very early and also a very prolific 
variety. 

When the breakfast-bell rang Mr. Dumpsey 
was so hungry and faint that he could hardly 
wait to complete his toilet, and his wife assured 
him that if he continued gardening operations 
at that hour of the day, his market bills would 
soon amount to more than the worth of his 
produce, ; 

The night after Mr. Dumpsey planted his 
garden, there camewa cold, driving rain from 
the north, that made the whole face of Nature 
look sodden and miserable. Mr, Dumpsey’s 
garden turned black in the face, and the soft 
earth was beaten down until the freezing cold 
water gathered in pools all over it. “ Aha!” 
said Mr. Dumpsey, gleefully rabbing his hands: 
“This is fine weather for gardens, my dear. 
There is nothing the horticulturist likes so well 
as a gentle shower, to bring the timid germs to 
the surface.” So he went about his business; 
and the rain continued to fall. It fell for 
thirty-six hours, and then the atmosphere grew 
so cold that it had to stop. 

Then came a frost, and Mr. Dumpsey was 
obliged to break the thin piles of ice over the 
pools in his garden, so that the timid germs 
would not bump their heads when they came 
up. 

But after a week or so Winter slipped down 
out of the lap of Spring and hastened away, 
throwing back kisses from his shriveled fingers. 
‘he sunny days have come and gone, and now 
it is just fourteen revolutions of the old planet 
since Mr, Dumpsey put his government seeds 
into the earth. He goes about the streets like 
a man who is listening for angel foot-falls. 
There is a far-away look in his eyes, and every 
time he approaches the house there is a kindred 
desire in his heart relative to his whole person. 
Mrs, Dumpsey is also waiting—for her bonnet 
and for results. Her hour of triumph is at 
hand. She has preserved one of the bags, and 
some fine morning she intends to call Mr. 
Dumpsey’s attention to this portion of the 
printed label: 

ga" Please report to this Department as to earliness, 
hardiness, yield and quality as soon as the seed crop is 
gathered, so that the reports from every State and Ter- 
ritory can be compiled and preserved for future reference. 








Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 

Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, havi g had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetuble remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it h s duty to make 


it Known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 


ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 1¢9 Powers’ 


Block, Rochester, N. Y. 27 
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DO YOu SHAVE 
YOURSELF? 


Travelers, or those who shave at home are 
invited to try Williams’ Shaving Stick. 
An exquisite soap producing a rich, mild 
lather that will not dry on the face while 
shaving. Delicately perfumed with Attar 
of Roses. Each stick enclosed in a turned 
wood case covered with leatherette. 
OBTAIN IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST, OR 

SEND 25 CENTS IN STAMPS TO 

The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., 

529 Glastonbury, Ct., 

M’F’S FOR 50 YKARS OF “ GENUINE YANKEE” SOAP. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 
NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. cth and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 

DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR Forces |uxuriant Mastac! 


ustache, Whisker. 
or hur on bald heads: n 20 t oe ae 


Eswe Str ag hey Safe, Bure. 
oe remedy. ae tor 3 Phgs. does the wors. 
ha rikgy with ie forte Si.8 00.00. Price 
25cw 3 for 50 ets. cegeoinocmeer “od 273 
Smith Mfg. Co., Palatine, Ils. 




















O'cow, where ’er you browse for food, 
Assume a bolder attitude, 

And turn thy meek and dreamy eye 
Triumphantly to azure sky! 


At buxom maid switch not thy tail, 
Nor overturn in rage the pail; 

In short, by action dignified, 
Display to man thy proper pride. 


Graze on, O cow, and chew and dream! 
The milk you give will give its cream; 
The cream be given to the churn 

Which gives the butter, in its turn. 


To market will the butter go 

In golden balls, in tier and row; 
No oil nor grease, called butterine, 
Shall in thy borrowed garb be seen. 


Feed on, O cow, in sunshine bask, 

Thou hast protection in thy task; 

And artful man shall not compete 

With thee. Thy victory is complete! 
—Columbus Di patch. 


A GENTLEMAN traveling in Persia says he 


has been in a town where the bells ring for | 


prayers five times a day, and business-men rush 
out of their stores to the churches, leaving 
their stores alone and unlocked, and nobody 
ever has a thing stolen. But we must remem- 
ber that those people are heathens. Take it in 
this country, where we send missionaries to the 
heathen, and a man who went out to attend 
prayers would lock both ends of his store, tie 
his clerk’s hands behind him, and havea police- 
man watch the store, and another man watch 
the policeman. Besides, the man who owned 
the store wouldn’t go to prayers, either.— 
Peck's Sun. 

An exchange says: “ People with very fine 
complexions have been known to travel on their 
face.” “ Yes, neighbor, you are right, for only 
last evening we beheld a young man with a 
complexion as fair as a girl’s take a header 
from a bicycle, and travel about twenty feet on 
his face through a lot of gravel.—Peck’s Sun. 








Angostura Bitters has no equal as a remedy against sea- 
sickness, Get a bottle of the genuine article, manufactured only 
by Dr. J. G, B. Siegert & Sons, before embarking for Europe. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


_ Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
atrengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers ev. irocers everywhere. 


V. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass 03 















THE CELEBRATED 


~ itn OS 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


PALDING’S ATHLETIC RULES. 


hletic Sports, y, Billlar 
L. relma, Bowling, ‘Badminio ton, Bagevel niclle, 
(Sm ty a oth Bake ay en FS = 
le u w u ur “4 
Fly Casting, Foot Fogine Fencing, @ymnas- 
rosse, 









ties, Han all, Lawn Tennis, Lac 
Pol or Quolte, Kecauet, Running, Shooting, Skating, 
an reatlin 

we Rules poveraing ce the hove Sports contained in 
the largest Illustrated Catal of all kinds of Sport- 
ing Goods ever offered, wil be mailed for 25 cents, 
which amount will be returned to the purchaser of goods 
to the amount of $1.00 and upward. Send for Cata- 
= ue No. 22, and mention this 


A. G. Spalding & Bros, *9$2¢3gisoy St. Gpicpeo 
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“CLUB ’BICY BICYCLES«¥® TRICYCLES. : 
Practicnt in 


PAncauen. 


SOLD ON INSTALMENTS 


IF DESIRED. 


E COVENTRY MAGHINISTSCO} «72 


39 COLUMBUS AVE. BOSTON. MASS. 


BEFORE YOU BUY A BICYCLE 


any kind, send stamy WwW. MP 
= Deyton. Ghio, for td Waaatete Price 
yep | List of NEwW_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES. 
aSecond-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange. 
BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 


i CAN CYCLES Fn NAOT 


oMost exten’: VSises a Prichs 
SEND STANP FOR 48 PAGE cept ea 
anufacturers inthe United Stat 
" ORMULLY & JEFFERY, _ 
ECU @7 117 \C1O ee fm Oh eam P 
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Baby Carriages. 
CRANDALL & CO. 
Largest, oldest and most complete Baby 
Carriage and Velocipede Factory in the 
world, Newest styles in rattan, reed 
and wood. Highest Centennial and other 

awards, Carriages and springs endorsed (>@RSHeMe 
by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., and LAS Se iy 
by Dr. Shrady, as safe and healthful. 

Wholesale and retail. Carriages delivered without charge. Cata 
— free. Open evenings. 
___ 569 Third Avenue, 









Kanye 





-oth Street. 


Send 6c. for postage for free costl) . which 

will help all to more money than anything a this 

world. Fortunes await the workers absolucely sure 
8 Terms mailed free. True & Co., Anensta, Maine, 
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 COCOAINE 


N 
It kills Dandruff, promotes the : 
v8 Growth of the Hair, cures ScaldHead 

and all Irritation of the Scalp. § 


JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., BOSTON, MASS. 
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Tower Soaps: 


‘You have demonstrated that a ferfectly pure 
soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the community in general 
the employment of your pure ‘ La Belle’ toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.” 





Is made from the choicest quality 
of stock, and contains a LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 4x, 
Toilet, Bath and Infants. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


THE LATEST LONDON SUCCESS. 











JOHN HAMILTON & Co.'s 


ATENT PORTABLE 


TROUSERS STRETCHER, 


Awarded SILVER MEDAL, 
London International Exhibition, 1884. 





an’ I'l take it at your own price.—Vew. York | 
Sun, | 


prescribed it with marked benefit in indigestion and 
urinary troubles.” 


HIRES IMFROVED ROOT BEER. 
— Packages 25c. Makes 5 gallons of a deli- | 











BY the use of this Invention Trousers are soon restored 
to their original 43 ay and shape, and the objectional 


“bagging at the knee” is dispensed with. 


the TENSION is obtained bya SCREWED ROD. | 


The Rod is jointed, and the whole can be packed 
in a case 17-in. by 6-in. 
Retail Price $2.50; Nickel Plated $5.00. 
None genuine unless stamped “ John Hamilton & Co.'s Patent.”’ 


Notice.—Manufactrrers, sellers and buyers of Stretchers hav- 
ing screw-rod in combination with clamps, are he~eby cautioned 
that we shall defend our rights and prosecute allinfringers. Our 


Sore AGENTS in the Unirgp STatEs (to whom a// correspondence | 


should be addressed) are: 


G. W. SIMMONS & CO., 
BOSTON, MASS. ” 
TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address wiih stamp to 
H. ELCKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
Instant relief. Final cure in 10 days, and 








America’s Favorite 





PILE e never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 


pository. Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 
dressing C.J. MASON, 78 Nassau Street, New York, 44° | 


| Seld by all druggists, or sent b 
| 694 Cc. EL 


You may sing of your dog, your bottom dog, 
Or of any dog that you please; 

I go for the dog, the nice old dog, 

' That knowingly takes his ease. 

And, wagging his tail outside the ring, 
Keeping always his bone in sight, 

Cares not a pin in his sound old head 
For either dog in the fight. 


Not his is the bone they are fighting for, 
And why should my dog sail in, 

With nothing to gain but a certain chance 
To lose his own precious skin? 

There may be a few, perhaps, who fail 
To see it quite in this light; 

But when the fur flies I had rather be 
The outside dog in the fight. 


I know there are dogs, injudicious dogs, 
That think it is quite the thing 
To take the part of one of the dogs, 
And go yelping into the ring. 
But I care not a pin what all may say 
In regard to the wrong or the right, 
My money goes, as well as my song, 
For the dog that keeps out of the fight. 





A predigested, non-irritating, easily ass milated food, 
recommended by hundreds of physicians, nurses and 
mothers as the best ofall prepared foods. It soothes, 
corrects, and nourishes even in the worst cases. 
INFANTS thrive as when on mother’s milk. IN- 
VALIDS relish :t. 

Sold by dr:ggists. ‘Three s‘zes: 25 cts., 50 cts., 
$1.00. Send for circulars and testimonials. 


WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Burlington, Vt. 616 








—Philadelphia Call. 


Cuicaco MAN (fo artist).—What’s the name | 
of the picture ? 





ArtisT.—It is called “ An October Sunset.” 
It reflects the glowing beauty of an Italian sky | 


as the orb of day sinks to rest behind— 


Cuicaco Man.—H-m. I'll tell you what I’ll | 
do. You paint in acouple of half-burned pork- | 
packing establishments an’ a hook-an’-ladder 
truck, an’ label it “The Great Chicago Fire,” 





Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. 
Marked Benefit in Indigestion. 
Dr. A. L. HALL, Fair Haven, N. Y., says: ‘I have 








cious, sparkling and wholesome beverage. | 
mail on receipt ¢ f 25 cents. | 


HIRE, 48 N. DELAWARE AVE., Philadelphia, Pa. 


3 
F3OKER'S BIT TERS 
The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L, FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 

























BITT 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, pote goo heron om ng Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive mae A few drops imparts delicious Javor 
to a glass ofchamp: Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or drespiet for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY, N, ¥, 


Hossteld & Wierl, 


IMPORTERS OF 


PURE 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


| Buda-Pesth & 39 Broad St., N. Y. 


a 


e, and to all summer drinks. 





ie Tokayer Ausbruch 


IMPORTED IN BOTTLES A SPECIALTY. 
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HUMILIATING 
ERUPTIONS 


ITCHING 
AND 
BURNING 


TORTURES 


AND EVERY SPECIES OF ITCHING, Scaly, Pimply, Inherited, Scro- 

fulous and Contagious Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 

Loss of Hair, from infancy to old age, are positively cured by the 
; URA RRMEDIES. 

“Toes Rusotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 

and perspiration of impurities a1.’ poison_us elements, and re- 

moves the cause. . : ’ 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Sores, and restores 
the Hair. . . . : . . . 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skia Blemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin. ; 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cutrcura, soc.; RgsOLvent, fr; 
Soap, 25c. Prepared by the Porrgr DruGc AND CHEMICAL Co., 
Boston, Mass. pa fs 

&apSend for “* How to Cure Skin Diseases. 








Ruevumatic, Neuralgic, Sciatic, Sudden, Sharp and Nerv- 
ous Pains, instantly relieved by the Curicura Anti-Pain 
Plaster. asc. 


If you. will send ten’ cents in 
i: A 1) stamps to the Mack Publishing 
Company, 528 Washington Street, 


New York, they will send you complete words of Mikado, and 
music of its most popular songs, and etchings of its principal 
characters, also ten exquisite chromo cards. Or for four cents 
they will send you two of their Beautiful Illustrated Ladies’ 
Books, such as every lady of refinement should have to beautify 
their homes. 610 


“Superior to any other published.” —Phiva. . Ev. Call. 
HONETIC SHORTHAND 22:20. sil ge 
WN oecOORFY-FOR SELF-INSTRUCTION, 


Circulars, ‘Testimonials, Specimen Pages, &c. 33 


cnold 


) 


Constable « Kk Ca. 


A Fine Assortment now show- 
ing in GENTLEMEN’S IMPORTED 
and DOMESTIC Neck Dressings, 
Silk, Flannel and Cheviot Neg- 
ligee Shirts and Pajamas, BAT 
WRAPS and BATHING SUITS, 
Men's Wennis jerseys, Boys’ 
jersey Suits. Dress Shirts, 
Collars and Cuffs, ready-made 
or order; Silk, Cloth and Linen 
Larriage Robes. 


Droadovasy HK 19th ot. 


New York. 














- PHOSACID. 


GOOD FOR NERVOUSNESS. EXCELLENT IN 
SODA WATER, OR MIXED WITH_LIQUORS. 
FOR SALE BY DRUGGISTS GENERALLY. 


MARTIN KALBFLEISCH'S SONS, .N. Y. 619 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 





STEEL PENS 


.0LOBr ALL DEALERS TuRouGHOUT TE WORLD, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1872. 











TYPE SETTIN . 

easy. Printed cen Teng 
usiness, home use, or 

money making, For old 


4 nm 
Cai e of 
a ye 


tory. 
KELSEY & CO. 330 
Meriden, Conn. 


SPREADING THE BROOKLYN ‘ EAGLE.,”’ 





During the recent terrible storm in Missouri, 
“hailstones fell as large as pumpkins.” We 
thought at first that there was a typographical 
error, and the sentence should read, “felt as 
large as pumpkins,” and so we readily and fully 
believed the story; because we knew from per- 
sonal experience that an ordinarily large hail- 
stone, one of the pigeon eggzageration, feels 
like the whole dome of the court-house when 
it hitsa man. But it appears that our interpreta- 
tion was incorrect. Later reports confirm the 
statement as originally printed, and to prove it 
add that “one of them”—only one—“ killed 
a colt belonging to Frank Harris.”? Now, we 
don’t go back on the Associated Press; we re- 
affirm our profound belief in the first reading; 
we swear by the colt and we stick to Frank 
Harris; we believe in the hailstones; but we 
tremble with fear when we realize that the days 
of the Missouri County fairs are coming. And 
in the sacred name of suffering, much-tried 
humanity, we implore the exhibitors at the 
county fair, oh, we do implore them to go light 
on the pumpkins this year. Hold ’em in; 
squeeze them down. Make ’em finer than the 
oranges of Florida, but keep’em light. Why, 
oh, why didn’t the Associated Press limit the 
size of all competing pumpkins, when they 
compared the Mineral Point hailstones to that 
ratankerous fruit, which in Ohio is sometimes 
as big as a kitchen-stove, in Illinois reaches the 
bulk of a hay-stack, and in Nebraska is not un- 
commonly used for the town-hall or skating- 
rink ? You see what those hailstones are coming 
to next October.— Robt, J. Burdette. 


A TRAVELING MAN riding along through a 
rough section of Georgia came across a native. 
“This is a devilish poor country, ain’t it.?”? he 
inquired. 

. “ Pow’ful po’,’’ replied the native. 

** What do you have fences around such fields 
as these for ?”’ 

“To keep the stock out, in cou’se.” 

“What do you want to do that for? There’s 
nothing for the stock to injure.” 

“That’s jist hit, Mister, Ef we didn’t hev 
them fences, the durn stock would git into the 
fields and starve in no time.”—Chicago Mer- 
chant Traveler. 


PUCK ON WHEELS 


FOR THE 


SUMMER OF 1886 


WILL BE ISSUED 
JUNE 2enp, 


And may, on and after that date, be had of 
ll Booksellers and Newsdealers. 





PRICE, 25 CENTS PER Copy. By MAIL, 30 CENTs. 


8 Make Postal Notes payable at Station ** A,’’ N. Y. P.O.-<@a@ 





DEN MUSEE. $55 We 23°d Street. 


Open from 11 to1z. Ad- 
mission, 5g cents. Sunday, admission, 25 cents. Latest 
Additions: Mr. JAY‘GOULD and T. V. POWDERLY. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up 1m hand- 

>, some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 





Address -C. F390 NTNER, Confectioner, 


Madison St.. Chicago. 


IF YOU ARE MARRIED, or contemplate taking this important 
step, we can send you information which you ought to know, and worth 





$100. Valuable 16-page circular mailed free, by 
59) J. S. OGILVIE, 31 Rose Street, New York. 





SSS “- — 
For the house, lawn, porch or camp, is chock-full of 
comfort and blessed rest. The ALFORD & BERKELE 
CO., Sole Agents, 77 CHAMBERS ST., P. O. Box 2,002, 


New York. Send for circular, Price, $3.00. 
Mention ‘* Puck.” < 632 


TO BARBERS! 


Call and see our elegant designs in Barbers’ Chairs and Fixtures, 
or send tor Price Catalogue. 


ArcHer M’r'c Co., 


227 Canal Street, New York. 
ost 5,7&9 N. Water St., Rochester, N. Y. 


WHEAT BAKING POWDER. 


SUPERIOR TO ALL IN WHOLESOMENESS. 
MARTIN KALBFLEISCH’S SONS, 
NEW YORK, BROOKLYN, BUFFALO, CHICAGO. 








GRAND DISPLA Y 
SUMMER SUTTINGS. 


CASSIMERES, WORSTEDS, SERGES, 
Domestic and Lmported. 


BUTT GO Means HOM ccc ccccccccccccesecss $20.00 
TROUSERS * of  mskesbaccstnaiaeneeses 5.00 


Samples and Self Measurement Rules sent on request. 


We Seuilrre 


Vos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Cor, Ninth Street. 


Estimates for Liveries and Uniforms cheerfully furnished. 


SS 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY GOV’T BOND. 
ISSUE OF 1874. 


These bonds are shares in a loan the interest of which is paid out in pre- 
miums three times yearly. Every bond is entitled to 


FOUR DRAWINGS ANNUALLY 


until each ont oe bond is redeemed, with a larger or smaller premium. 
fake MUST draw one of the following premiums, as there are NO 
s. 





W ITH 


Premiums. Florins. Florins. 


4 200,000 800,000 
4 20 ,000 80,000 
4 20,000 
20 

48 


5,120 


erteeerer 
me 
oe 
ss 
TU LITY 
* 
S 
& 
rc) 


516,800 


Together 5,200 PREMIUMS, amounting to 1,648,800 FLORINS. ‘The next 
redemption takes place oif the . 


FIRST OF JULY, 


and every bond bought of us on or before the 1st OF JULY is entitied to 
the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that date. 


Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LKTTERS and inclosing $5 will se- 
we = of these bonds for the next drawing. Balance payable in monthly 
nstallments. 


For Bonds, Circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 





S27 The above Governme.:t Bonds are not to be compared with any Lot- 
tery whatsoever, as decided by the Court of Appeals, and do not conflict 
with any of the laws of the United States. 


N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English Puck. 
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THE GREAT DOUBLE-FACED CAMPAIGN. 
Solid with the Liquor Interest in New York.— Heart and Soul with the Good Cause of Temperance in New Jersey. 








JOANN, Lith.oum.s op PUCK BUILDING. W-¥ 





